DOWNTOWN NEW YORK

on my revolving stool at the counter and munch-
ing pie.

" Island/' he answered.

"What?   From Ireland ?   You don't look it."

" No.   Island.   Crete.   Greek, yes/'

" Fine country/'

" No. Some nations go up. Some nations go
down. The great Alexander thousand year ago
take whole world. Then Venetians come. Be-
fore Jesus. Romans. Yes, the French. Napo-
leon. Germans. Now English, I guess/'

" Not Americans ? "

" No, English now. But in two hundred year
maybe England go down. Other nation rise up."

" How d'ye like New York ? "

" Not like it. Bad place here. Kill you for a
dime. Drinks bad poison. Good drink cost big
money. Not like New York/

A friend from the island of Rhodes rolled in for
his morning coffee on his way, to work at the
National Biscuit Factory. " Rhodes no good,
Italians there. They turn out Greeks. New York
fine. Plenty money. Rodos bad/'

I said Good-morning and Good-bye, and walked
out on to I4th Street, turned into Tenth Avenue
and then into West I5th Street where the " fleet "
of the Biscuit Company was waiting in the dark
like a string of camels before dawn on the outskirts
of Baghdad.
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